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Ey up. Well, here's tissue two: of 'Sceratch That 
Itch', so long after the first one that I've used 
this name more as a joke than anything. I'm 
fairly happy with how it's: shaped up, although I 
do seem to talk about myself rather a lot. Still, 
that's what zines are for, right? I'd really 

like to know what you thought... apologies to 
anyone who wrote to me about 'Same Bed, Different 
village, the nauseatingly twee zine I wrote 
about narrowboats... I will write back eventually 
honest. I'm living on the boat 1 wrote about in 
that zine now, currently moored up in Berkshire 
which is a bit weird. Everything's expensive and 
I've seen people walking around town in qodhpurs 
and riding boots. Hmm. Still, my mange tout have 
just come up the weather's nice, Enjoy the zine. 


„ agreed hat everything is geing te 
: in 12, right? Right. Ne mere eil except 
er the super-rich, wars feught fer water 
everyene whe knews the score retreatin té 
5 cabins in the aoe. i that 
© do between new an i eri 
upskill, learn some useful „ 
Useless, 12v electricity? Petentially . 
How te make seap? Hecking invaluable. Learn t 
make seap and you don't need to sert eut es 
come the Unrest, yeu can just turn up anywher 5 
and = presuming you don't get taken out by a 
guard sniper - bargain yeu way to a warm bed 
platex ef hearded baked beans. í s 


this ones for Re 


I'm getting ahead ef myself. Oil preductien may 
have peaked but as yet all is quiet. This recipe 
is an elaboration en a basic vegan seap recipe 
eut coef a library beek. I imagined it smelling 
like a checelatr bar bit it cempletely doesn't. 
It does leek like feod theugh, and the smell is 
unplaceable but net unpleasant. It's dead satis- 
fying te make, it's a geed present if yeur wrap 
it up nicely and it's fully biodegradable (the 
caustic seda isn't present in the finished soap) 


so it's eco as fuck. 


The seap I've made se far has been a little on kas 
the caustic side, but this is completely te ny 
advantage because it means it can double as 
laungry seap. The punker you stumble acress 
might be full ef erusties whe never wash, but 
they 11 want te wash their sheets eventually 
And if they den! t, de yeu really want to be 
neled up with them fer years? Exactly. Feel 
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16e vegetable fat (I used 'Pura', it comes inf 


a block like lard, they have it at big super- Wy 

markets. If's dead cheap - I think 697) F iS 
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l. Find yourself a seap mould. Any plastic 
packaging tray (witout holes) will de, or you 
ean line a tray with carrier pag. plastic. 
[Grease the meuld with a bit ef eil. 


2, Beil the water and peur ever the ginger in 
Ta dish. Leave fer an heur er se, then strain 


Z. Melt the fat and checelate ever a lew heat in 
a nen-aluminium pan, Turn eff the heat & leave 
te ceol fer half an hour,stirring eccasienally. 


71 4.Weigh eut the caustic seda and water 
| (separately, sueka) 
5.Pout the eaustic seda inte the water (net thee 
| other way areund)- wear goggles, a bandana ever 
your mouth and washing up gloves, It's called 
‘| caustic seda fer a reason, Leave the fizzing 


es mix te ceel dewn a bit fer about hald an hour., 
And don't inhale. 


6. After they've heth cooled a bit, add the 
caustic seda mix te the fats, stirring carefully 
Keep stirring until the mixture traces“! 


thickens eneugh that lifting your speen out 
leaves a trail. 


| 7.0nce the mix has traced (this can take up te 
(half an hour se be patient), take out a spoonful 
inte anether bewl, mix with the cecea and 
vanilla, then re-add te the main mix. 


8. New peur the mix inte yeur moulds. It's fully 
| alkali new se doen't get it en yeu (if yeu de, 
wash eff with cider vinegar). Cover yeur soap 
with a blanket er tewel and leave fer 24 heurse 


9. After 24 it should be mostly solid, Turn the 
seap eut ef the meulds & cut inte bars if needed 


Again, de all this in rubber gloves because it's 
still ALKALI DEATH SOAP. ; 


10. Stack the seap and cever with a tewel, then 
leave fer a month, In this time it will become 
nen-alkali (if yr lucky). I let mine ye tee 
expesed te the air and it get a white erust on 
it - if this happens yeu ean just shaveit off 


with a vegetable peeler, then use the shavings 
as laundry soap. Scere. 


11. Waited a month? There yeu ge. New go and 


have a bath with it yeu dirty crusty. And sleep 
more seundly as 2012 creeps ever nearer. R 
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this isn't my seap. 


what mine weuld 
hadn't cut it up a 


from the pub. 


The temping agency rang during my break at another 
job on Friday afternoon te tell me te turn up at a 
par in Newbury at 8 en Saturday night, to work til 
3. It's better paid than this one, they aid, and 
closer toe. Well, yeu can't argue with £6/hr, but 
the prospect of werking ån a straight bar en a 
Saturday night was fairly daunting. I tried te think 
what I know about this chain ef bars (which I'm 
far tem discreet to name, except that it begins with 
V! and rhymes with ‘arse eity'. Hmm.) . All I come 
up wth is: that they have a disceunt ecard and nothing 
in the world would entice me te drink there (as if 
I'd get in anyway). Other than that, I draw a blank. 


I turn up at 8 fed ing relatively smart. my shoes: 
are fucked but they're black so it's not too 
obvious, and my trousers: are brand new. I've tkxxxx 
taken my septum ring out and put a fussy little 
hairclip in to try and thrash my kitchen scissor 
haircut into something employable. I couldn't find 
any eyeliner so I used black felt tip pen, but I 
reckon I'm pulling it off. And I necked a cafetiere 
of black coffee before leaving the boat, soall in 
all I'm wiredand ready to work. 


The bar is already heaving although at this hour 
it's literally 80 or 90% men, I have no idea why 
this is, not having drunk in a bar like this since 
T was 17 in Blackburn. Actually, that's a lie -I 
went to Wetherspoon's: along with everyone else 
after the Anarchist Bookfair in London lest year. 
Anarcho-chain-pub-patrons of the world unite! But 
back to Newbury. I find the manager zum who takes: 
me and 5 other temp staff into the back to get 
uniform shirts (which is my first ever properly 
fitting job uniform, seriously) and show us the fire 


lor more accurately, | Worked In VYarsiby For one 


MY- BINGE -DRINK H 


apes and beer cellar. Then I'm taken to shadow a 
13 member of staff who makes it 5 
she's unhappy about , Jesus, I'm just going n 
-ing behind you like a halfwit for 20 minutes, ee 
humping your fuckigg leg. I try to be 0 8 
conversation soon stalls: so I. think about 
a bit instead. I spend 15 minutes watching her 


j omer e 
FERYE pull pints before serving my first cust y 
I fuck it up. I apologise and serve my second cus- 
-tomer. 1 fuck it up. It's 8.20. Only 6 hours and 
40 minutes left. 


ally I manage to pour 4 round of 
1 ee error and from then on T 
don't screw up too much, I'm glad I ue 
done bar work before though, so I don 
have to ask what lager is (I've never 
really moved on from cider myself), They 
tre not actually selling too many 14 
tonight, it's mostly mixers, especial 55 
double vodka & Red Bull. Plenty of peop ' 
puy pitéhers - 4 shots of vodka $ 2 prip 
Red Bull-with just one glass. It Sa ; 
pretty much the Daily Mail's idea of o 
Britain's Binge Drinking Epidemic. Theres 
a fridge full of plastic test tubes: of 
bright coloured spirits which nearly 
everyone buys along with their — 255 1 
drinks, adding an extra shot of alcoho 
to every round. It's dead cheap too - 
shots are mostly £l and the discount 
cards give 1/3 off. It's all set up to 
shift as much booze as possibie, pr no- 
-one is here for a quick pint. Don tigt 
me wrong, I don't particularly care or 


FLL! 


Night + It Was A Bit Like Visiting Author Planet )- 


anything. It's kind of shit 

realising how much money the beer companies must be 
making, and seeng how much of their pay packets 
people will spend in one night, but it's not like 
me and my friends: are much different. We just 

drink Xibeca instead of Sambucas, and get pissed 


at gigs or in squat bars rather than chain pubs with 
big tvs on the wall, 


Until Saturday I'd kind of forgotten what normal 

men are like, beng complacemtly used to: fellas 

who think about feminism and sexism and (generally) 
act accordingly. By which I mean that they don't 
openly gawp at your breasts or tell any woman without 
an idbotic grin on her face to cheer up. I fo 
alright for tips though - all from men - which is 
worth the leers, being asked my name all the time 
and the super drunk guy who slurs "I know thish ish 
really inappropriate but your hair ish great". Ha ha, 
victory to the kitchen scissor haircut! I get a 10 
minute fag break at 12 (for which I take up smoking) 
and put my septum piercing back in, worried that it 
will heal. over. I keep it an when I go back to work, 
to see if I can get away with it and succeed, with 
the added bonus that the lecherous comments nearly 
dry up. Score. 


As the night stumbles drunkenly on, I pocket a 
decent amount of tips (which you're supposed to 
refuse! Ha!) and start to weigh up the scams. 

It's ridiculously easy to give away drinks when its 
this busy - it's a shame that the only person I know 
in this whole town is stwaight edge. I throw in free 
drinks here and there because I can't find them on 
the touch screen or because I feel like it, and 
ignore that one credit card receipt is returned to 
me signed by Mickey Mouse. There's a discount card 


by the till so I run it through for everyone except 
a) anyone in fancy dress, b) any bloke who winks at 
me before ordering, or indeed at any point in our 
interaction, or c) anyone who has shouted to get: my 
attention while I'm trying to make up a round of 
mixers from memory, I serve one fella who's been 
waiting for ages and the woman next to him shrieks 
"You fucking bitch! I've been here hours and he's 
only just fucking gothere!"I ignore her and keep 
serving, halfhoping she will throw something at me 
so I have an excuse: to leap over the bar and deck 
her, a fantasy I finetuned every shift of my last 
bartending job . Unfortunately she just grabs her 
metallic pink clutch bag and storms out. 


Before I know it the bar is emptying out emcept for 
a few couples drunkenly dirty dancing to 70s cheese. 
The music has: progressed from Kanye West and ikmxRicnt 
510. Mda to The Village People and Queen over the 
course of the night. Basically everyone just wants 
to dance to 'It's Raining Men' dieep down, they just 
need a few pitchers: of vodka Red Bull to realise, 
It's 2am now and I spend my 2nd fag break watching 
people stagger around and. fall into each other. 
Back inside I try to look busy whilst watching the 
Calzaghe fight out of the corner of my eye on the 
big screens behind the bar. I'm soon spotted though, 
and spend half an hour bottling up and mopping. 
There's that many staff that clearing up doesn't 
take long, and with the music off all the staff 
and taking the piss out of each other and cashing 
in drinks bought for theme None of them except the 
manager even know my name but they're all friendly 
and apologise for walking on my fresh mopped floor. 
I clock off half an hour early, but the lost 30 
minutes pay is easily made up by tips - with them 
counted in I actually earned more than I did 
“temping in an office. That saids the bar wil have 


paid the agency at least £12/hr which sticks in 
the throat a bit. Still, not a bad night's work 
all things considered. 


hat diaga p è 185 40 i 
a—bar_for-nermel—_peple}—Hiwestruly an unfamiliar 
world,- populated by 
So what did I learn from my night undercover in a 
bar for straight people with jobs? Firstly that 
men do actually chat up women by buying them 
drinks and talking loudly about their jobs. 
Secondly, if you stick to neon coloured shots in 
test tubes you could probably hospitalise yourself 
for under a tenner. And thirdly I learned that it 
I draw on my face with felt tip and put a hair clip 
in, men who shop at Topshop chat me up instead of 
shouting "Are you a boy or a girl? Fucking hell, 
look at the state of that!" across the street. All 
these things are good to know, 


By 3 I'm tucked up in bed with my tips laid out 

in the kitchen and my timesheet filled in, I'd hate 
to work at that place for more than one night, but 
as a one-off excursion into a world I've’ pretty 
successfully ghettoised myself off from by only 
hanging out with vegan anarchopunk queers: it was 
kind of an adventure. And the £9 of tips helped, 


Se after I started liking eeffee* and olives**, 
I thought I'd made my last new feed discoveries, 
Hew sure I was, and how wrong. I keep coming 
across pretty common feeds that I haven't eaten 
pefere and wondering hew I get by without them, 
Here's a few recent discoveries - I hope at 
least one is new fer you teo., Send me yours as 


well! 


machine and realised that necking 4 black 
coffees in a row was like company endorsed 


*I had a temping job with £rfeee hot drinks 


Sesame Seeds 


these seem really dull tntil... you reast them, 
then they beceme tastyass flaveurbembs, making 
everything they teuch taste really fucking goed. 
Heat a ary frying pan on a high heat then drep 

a handful in. When they start popping, turn eff 
the heat and cever them se they don't all jump 
out of the pan. Then sprinkle’ them on salads/ 
ever het dishes/in sandwiches.Yeu can do the 
same with pumpkin seeds/sunflewer seeds/pine nus 
nuts in the same way and they're dead good fer 
you toe, sut i'm starting to sound like a hippy 


Capers 


Capers seem te be served with anchevies quite a 
pit se for ages I theught they were seme animal 
body pary. Ihen my dad cooked me something with 
them in and I found out that they're just the 
pickled buds of a plant. They have quite a sharp 
flavour - I mestly put them in tomatoey pasta 
sauces, You can alse make yeur own fake capers 
wx pickling nasturtium buds which is kind ef 
coole 


g 
g 
d 
2 

a 
p 

8 
A 
E 


** pretended to like them to impress a boy, 


then found that I actually did. 


Apple Cider Vinegar 


I'd mostly seen apple cider vinegar mentioned 
medicinally - apparently it's goed fer acne/ 
dandruff/impetige/teargas/burns/blah blah blah 
- but recently I've got inte putting a little 
splash in stews and sauces. It adds a bit of 
bite and makes the flavour alot mere complex. 


Mise Paste 


I used to work at a whelefoeds shep that had a 
shelf dedicated solely te jars ef Japanese food 
that looked foul - pickleé plums, premade seitan 
and sludgey miso paste. It teok those little 
sachets of just-add-water mise seup pewder te 
get me hoaked, then I moved onte the mere hard- 
core paste which is: expensive as but easy to reb 
frem Holland & Barratts. Yeu ean straight up 
make soup out ef it but 1 like stirring a spoen 
ful inte stews instead of beuillere 


Cumin 


They knew the scere in the Middle East - they 
put cumin in everything. Hounneus witheut 

: cumin ; is like sex without leve, and if you're 
net putting it in yeur falafel and baba ghaneush 
you're making it wrong. 


| taught me ale 


Se I started writing at length abeut my recent 
Helecaust reading binge befere realising that 
there's not really all that much more te say 
about the Second World War, really.Se instead . 
I'll take the time te enthuse about "Five Years 
In The Warsaw Ghetto" by Bernard Geldstein 
which was ene of the beeks I read, 


By all aceeunts, Geldstein was already semething 
ef a folk here fer left-wing Jews even before 
the war, with tales teld invelving him calming 
anti-Semitic nebs, escaping arrest and leading 
strikes. I'd leve te read a full autebiegraphy 
but he doesn't appear te have written ene - 
"5 Years..." only eevers the Second Werld War, 
altheugh earlier and later events are referred 
te. I berrewed this beek specifically te read 
about the Warsaw Ghette Uprising, although it 


Warsaw Ghette 
* ici 2 4 : 
and Jewish unien pelitics, It cevers 
the fermatien of the ghette and its early days 


tk, i 2 A 


from the ground-level perspective ef som 


diversity ef peeple's reactions te ghet to- 
isatien. I suppese as a left-wing agitater he 
was particularly perceptive here, because he 
desperately heped that peeple weuld resist & 
fight. In the end, it teek the vast majerity 

ef the ghetto's inhabitants te be tranwperted 
te their deaths before these remaining resel ved 
te fight. „Onee thet decision ia made the book 


repartir te fight te the death, had my ec . 
hammering and tears streaming as I read 4 heurs 
past the time I'd planned te ge te sleep. 


The descriptions ef the first fighting ate 
incredible - Gestapo squads met with gunfire 
fer the first time, traitors found and executed, 
ambushed. laid and arms smuggled in, the grim 
determination te wreak as much damage and 


revenge as pessible before the inevitable 
defeat. 


` 


An Underground Life: Memoirs Of A Gay Jew IH 
Berlin - Gad Beck 


Lets ef sex, mere jokes than you would expect 
and extra helpings of Zienism. Interesting from 
a queer perspective, etherwise I wouldn't go out 
my way to find a cepy. 


This Way To The Gas, Ladies & Gentlemen 


A cellectien ef short steries - classed as 
fictien but strengly influenced by the auther's 
time spent working as:a prisener-guard in a 
concentration camp. Raises: some pretty complex 
questions about complicity, ebedience and n 

what humans will de to survive, and the 

stories don't leave yeur mind afterwards, 


pes saa MIA 
Bury Me Standing - Isabel Fonseca, 
This is actually a general histery of Gypsies 
in Eurepe and well werth a read, but it has a 
chapter specifically discussing the Gypsies in 
the Helecaust, a subject that's rye ee se in 
st other seurces, 


Geldstein fills his beek with tales of 
the bravery of ethers - paragraph-leng steriess 
ef courage and selidarity in the face ef terror, 
He is always quick te heap praise on ether 
people but talks dewn the amazing things he did, 
and writes in a straightforward way that lets 

the events speak fer themselves. 


There's se much mere te say about this 
inckedible book, but really yeu should just ge 
and find a copy. It's put eut by AK Press if. 
you get yeur library te order it in, then maybe 
ene day someone will berrew it instead ef seme 
gung-he British war, beek with a Spitfire en the 
eover, 


Anyway, here's the ether beeks I read recently, 
mostly memoirs. If anyone can recemmend beeks 
about the experiences of queers in the Hele- 
eaust please email me because I've struggled te 
find any, although they must exist. Alse any 
general recemmendatiens (that aren't 'Sehin- 
dler's List') er discussien would be wel cene. 


If This Is A Man - Prime Levi 

Bossibly the mest famous cencentratien camp 
memoir, and well deserved, Henest, thoughtful 
and harrewing - adds layers ef complexity to 
the simplified picture yeu get taught at scheel 


The Truce - Prime Levi 

This follows en from 'If This Is A Man' and 

tel Is ef Levi's journey back hene te Italy after 
the war has ended, It gives yeu an idea ef the 
total fucking chaes that mainland Eurepe was ib 
after the war - really interesting. 


Maus ~ Art Speigelman 


Hasn't everyene read this already? If net it's 
pretty much the one graphie nevel that every 
library has se go and berrew it new. 


an extract from the Anthem of 
Jewish Labour Unien ef Peland - The Bund that 
Bernard Goldstein helped to erganise. It was: 
effectively eliminated in the Helecaust, 


ewe 


On this eath we pledge our lives 
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eth courage we will fall in the fight 


Heaven and earth will hear us 
The stars will bear witness fer us 


A pledge ef bleed, a pledge of tears 
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" We swear, we swear, we swear," 


til 
PE eet ets ts j j M 
Jewish Resistance fighters eaptured in the ghet te 


(skipping = recycling, bin raiding, 
d RR d**ž*žing, eto getting 
stuff out of bins, innit.) 


Hating out\ef bins is great, as leng as you den't 
let how much supermarkets waste get to yeu and stay, 
away from the meat. That saad, the sheer amount of 
feed in skips can be everwhelming, especially if its 
only you taking it. Specifically, occasional mother- 
-loads of one ingredient ean be a nightmare. You 
take the 30 leaves of bread because it's going to 


waste, but then what the fuek de yeu de with it all?: 


Here are somesuggestions for dealing with an abund- 
-ance ef ene kind ef foed, that's going te go off 
unless you de semething with it RIGHT NOW. Mestly 


they're metheds of preserving the foed se it'll 
last longer - making fruit inte jam fer example- 
but there are other ideas which take advantage of 

a glut of an ingredient te make food that's usually 
unaffordable, such as reasting whelebulbs of garlic. 


Forgive me if alot ef these suggestions are really 
obvious - alot of them still took me ages to work 
out. That said, let's get started, Take that full 
binbag of peppers as a challenge, savour the deca- 
-dence of asparagus for breakfast and whatever you 
de, don't just leave it all te ge eff in thecerner 
ef your kitchen, 


If yeu have a freezer you're pretty much set - yeu 
can freeze a bin full ofbread and defrost it as 
yeu need it, as long as yeu have the space. Same 
gees for most vegetables/gak/ete. If you've no 
freezer you ean take advantage of cold snaps te 
skip mere than usual and keep it all outside. 


You ean make jam with mest fruits and it keeps fer 
ages. I've got abook with recipes fer jam made with 
any berries, redcurrants, apricots, rhubarb, grapes, 
banana (which seunds herrible, let's be honest), 
melons, apples and more. You'll need quite abit of 


sugar, seo hopefully yeu'll skip a ripped bag of that 


at the same. time. You ean find recipes for any eom- 
-bination ef fruits online, er if yeu write te me I 
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You ean pickle most vegetables, with the added ex- 
~citement ef potential death if you fuck it up 
(botulisms or semething). You'll need vinegar & 
varieus spices: fer pickling, se you'll probably 
have te spend a bit ef. money te de it, but it is 
a good way ef preserving stuff like cauliflowers, 
courgettes, shallots, cucumber, rhubart and jeru- 
-salem artichokes, Again, there's recipes online: 
er write te me. 


ROAST & OIL 

Lots ef vegetables that you ean reast can then be 
covered with oil in a jar and kept. Aubergines, 
peppers, tomatoes and garlic are especially nice - 
I usually eat them all within a say anyway. Kirsty 
& I did manage to de this wrong with seme peppers 
which went all weird and fizzy (aparkling olive oil, 
mmm. . .) but it was: probably that the peppers were 
tom far gene, And the jar didn't explode like we 
thought it might se it could have been verse. 


JUICES & SMOOTHIES 


These do rely on you having a juicer/blender, but 
they turn up enough in eharity shep skips fer 
this to be fairly likely. It's always km nice te 
make smoothies andjuices out of skipped fruit & 
veg because they're pretty unaffordable if yeu 
have to pay fer all the. ingredients, Stuff that?s 
goed in juices ~ carrots, spinach, apples, ginger, 
pears, Smoothies are pretty obvious. 


I skipped a cardboard box full of garlic a couple of 
years age & me and my housemates reeked for a month 
as we ploughed our way threugh it. It's: actually not 
tem hard to use in large quantities, because: the 
flavour mellews alət when yeu cook it. You ean roast 
whole bulbs - peel off the papery stuff from around 
the sides and cut the top centimetre off, then stick 
in the oven until it's all seft and gooey. Then you 
ean squeeze the flesh out ef each clove ente bread =- 
after roasting it's really sweet. Or if you have 
marge and bread areund yeu ean knock up a load ef 
garlic bread, WhensI:réeyeled the box of garlic I 
had a freezer, se I fweze about 20 baguettes made 

up with garlic marge and wrapped in feil se you 
could put them straight in the even. Quality. If 
your garlic is sprouting yeu ean plant it, altheugh 
vou night well be sick ef it and net want te grow 
ane ther 200 bulbs. 


If yeu find these pets of growing herbs, yeu san 
usually brng them back te life by repotting them 
in a bigger container and watering them a bit. Li 
they die anyway, or yeu skip cut fresh herbs, yeu 
ean dry them out by hanging them up in a buneh or 
laying out the leaves on seme newspaper and leaving 
fer a couple of weeks. Then just cut them up with 
scissors into an airtight pet. Stuff like sage & 
rosemary works: well, but I wouldn't bother with 
basil or parsley. 


Bread 

There's only so much bread and butter pudding & 
garlic bread yeu can eat before your quality ef life 
starts to deterierate, yet bread is prebably the 
feed mest often skipped in ridiculeus quantities, 
Kirsty & I used te de bread runs down the street 

we were mooredup by in Hebden Bridge, leaving a 

leaf on every doorstep. Mest peeple were into it 
but it probably depends: en where you live. Other- 
-wise, you ean always feed it to the ducks. 


Eses 
Find seme SUVs - you knew what te de. 


Other than making apple pie, I can't think of a 
MTN whole ley te se with a lead of apples, unless 
you have a cider press. You wan make dried apple 
rings without tee much hassles slice the apple 

as thinly as pessible and sprinkle with lemon 
juice, then tess them areund a bit. Pat them ary & 
spread them out on a baking tray. Sprikkle with a 
bit ef sugar and cook at yeur even's lowest setting 
for 25-3 hours, turning halfway through. Leave te 
ceol completely then stere in an airtight container 
These only keep fer 2 weeks and are avbit tee much 
like something that hippy parents: give their kids 
as a treat, really, but they might be alright in a 
packed lunch oer something. 
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Oniens keep fer quite a while but if you've get a 
load on the turn you can make caramelised end en 
marmalade with it which is alet nicer than it sounds 
and keeps forever because it's leaded with sugar. 
Here's what you need te do - slice the eniens quite 
thin & fry en a lew heat with a bit of oil until 
they're soft (II eum how te make this when I wrked 
in a veggie cafe and they used to use red onions. 
White onions work fine but it's worth throwing in a 
red onion if you ean te step it looking teo beige). 
Now ew threw in a lead ef sugar and white wine vin- 
~egar and let it all simmer for a while te mellew 
the flavours., Add more sugar and vinegar until you 
like it. When you're finished it should have the 
consistency ef jam - stiek it inte jars and it'll 
keep indefinitely. It's nice with everything really, 
especially roasts, stuffing and fancy sandwiches. 


Tomatoes) : 

As well as roasting tematoes and keeping them in 
oil, you can make tomatoe puree and seal rit inte 
jars and it'll keep fer a year. Manch 2kg tom- 
-atoes & temove their skin (cever with boiling 
water for 30 seconds, then put in cold water, 
their sins should come leese). Put them inte a 
saucepan with 2tsp salt and cook for minutes. 
Push through a sieve then ceek for another 10 
minutes. Pour inte clean jars, screw their lids 
on & Beal by boiling in a panful ef water (which 
should completely cever them) for 20 minutes. 


You ean preserve Singer in a syrup made ef sugar 
and water which seunds pretty nice. I don't have 


my recipe beek with the exact details, but how hard 
can it be? 


Bric-a-—Brae 

Charity sheps threw eut a fairly effensive amount 
ef decent stuff - kitehen utensils, teys, CDs, 
beoks, ete etc. There's usually lets ef useful stuf 
that you den't need yourself but don't; want to see 
thrown away. We usually take this stuff and put it 
out on the tewpath with a sign saying FREE STUFF" 


Mest ef it goes pretty quickly and people are well 

inte it. Some peeple can't handle getting stuff for 
free though, so we put a donations pet out and can 

make a few quid a day which is pretty sweet. 


I'll give a special mention to charity shop Books 
as well, my persenal vice. There's always leads 
behind chazzas, eften handily stacked in a separate 
paper recycling bin. There's ne shortage ef Mills& 
Been type stuff, but there's eften quality stuff 
too. It's a good way to build up a vast personal 
library, but if you don't have the inclination er 
space, you can donate books to the library, or 

you could set one up in your lecal secial centre. 
mere was a DIY library run from someone's house 
in Dublin a few years ago called Bad Beeks', and 


a (new evicted) squat library in UMII Barcelona 
with books in 12 languages. 
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It wasn't all that helpful to decide to write 
about Israel/Palestine, because where the fuck do 
you begin? I changed my mind a fair few times 
while I was there - some times I started to plan 
a zine solely about my trip, other times the idea 
that I had anything at all to contribute to the 
debate seemed so stupid that I fesolved not to 
write or draw anything about it, ever. Later on 

I reached some kind of compromise - I think it's 
irrelevant to weigh in on the politics, but I do 
want to write about those times, with no greater 
aim than just to describe it, remember it: and get 
it out of my head a bit. 


Anyone Who Hees Heated me get started with the 

stories after a couple of cidegss will know that 

I can go on indefinitely, but in the interests: of 
brevity and, um, not beng boring, I decided to 

write about the slightly odd group of songs that 
have become so evocative of those times and travels. 
There's so much more to write, but that doesn't mean 
it's necessarily worth writing, or indeed reading. 
So for now, this is all. 


I arrived in Tel Aviv with no music beyond two 
cassettes - "Mubic Of The Medécine Shows" and a 
Billie Holiday compilation - both taped off 
library CDs on a broken stereo in Barcelona. I 
think I had expected a Walkman to fall into my 
lap at some point between arriving back in the UK 
and leaving for Israel/Palestine, but none did, so 
my crappy tapes sat in my too-big backpack getting 
clogged up and taunting me, After two weeks sing- 
-ing half-remembered songs to myself I cracked and 
went to buy myself a tape player. In the shop I 
realised that an MP3 player was only a few dozen 


in “Mel Aviv. 


shekels more so I surrendered to technology, bought 
myself one and set off to sweet talk anyone I met 
with a computer full of music. 


A few days: later I found myself at my second gig 
in T.A., in a community centre with a basketball 
court outside. I was away from my affinity group 
for the first time and trying to ect more confident 
than I felt. The lovely Israeli punks spoke to 
each other in English so I could understand, and 
halfway through one conversation a girl almost as 
short as me all queer punk patches, pink shoes 
and fast Hebrew - barrelled into the group with 
hugs anf! new stories, just back from weeks away e 
We were introduced, and so I met Noa. Inside later 
on, Melachechi He Pinka launched into ‘Abu Dhabi! 
which Kerem had played me earlier on, and everyone 
danced and sang along. Noa was on someone's shoulder 
shoulders, Oren was photographing everything as: 
usual, and I cracked a grin as Kerem dragged me in 
to dance. 
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Not long afterwerds I found myself in a minibus; 
taxi to Hebron, reeking of teargas and the alcohol 
we used to counteract it, turning a bullet casing 
over and over in my hand as I stared out of the 
window at the dirt road taking us away from the 
aftermath of a demonstration. Just another Palest— 
-inian demonstration that had kicked off; just 
another Friday in Bil'in of gas and gunshots and 
the Red Crescent medics rushing to crumpled people 
on the ground. I fumbled in my bag for my MP3 
player, Sound 'Haillie Does Hebron' by Propagandhi 
and clicked around until it was on repeat..The dow 
riff felt like a comforting weight on my chest & 
eventually I relaxed just enough to let my brain 
replay the last few hours without trying to stop 
it or process it all. Setting off from the village 
in the thick of the demonstration, letting my fear 
be turned into adrenaline by the heat and the La, 
La, La Jedar!' (No, No, No Wall!') chant that 
reminded me of a Dead Prez song. Turning that 
bend in the road that I still dream about, and the 
electric: few seconds: before the first tear gae 
canister is shot. Later on, the desperate scramble 
over a wall with Astrid to escape running soldiers 
and the total fucking dread of guns aiming right 
at us and then the first shots. Not knowing 
whether it was rubber (-coated steel) bullets or 
live ammo, crouching in the gorse and rosemary 
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bad fucking scene. 


with my hantas: arms protecting my head thinking 
Mk nothing except 'just not the temples or eyes 
just not thetemples or eyes' and realising that 
I'll always: be an atheist because if I had any shred 
of belief left I would have been praying. Trying 
to retreat but the firing continuing and not being 
able to do a fucking thing except keep going and 
hopes that they missed. And as we stumbled through 
ithe gas to somewhere safer, leaves from the olive 
trees around us were sent fluttering to the ground 
by bhe bullets: whipping through their branches and 
the evil, delicate beauty of it shook me more than 
the scream of the woman behind us as she fell, hit. 


setting 
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I listened to nothing but that one song for the 

3 hours it took to reach Hebron, and couldn't get 
to sleep without it for a week. It's lyrics are 
simplistic butsthere are times when you need 
someone shouting Fuck Religion! repeatedly in 
your ear, and that taxi ride was one of them. 
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We never did decide whether Da Arabiam MCs: do 
actually rhyme 'jacuzzi' with 'Uzi' in the song I 
never caught the name of, bit it always made me 
smile. This song was the soundtrack for the taxi 
ride from Jerusalem to Ramallah through the 
Qulandiya checkpoint. The road runs right alongside 
the Separation Wall for the last few minutes of 
driving before the checkpoint, skimming the massive 
concrete barrier so massive that when I finally see 
the Berlin Wall 6 months later I laugh with tears 
in my eyes at how tiny it seems by comparison. On 
the other side of the road is a wasteland where: 
innumerable houses have been demolished to create 

a clearer line of fire for army snipers in the 
Wall's guntowers. Then we turn through an opening 
in the wall and he checkpoint looms like a dystopic 
toll. booth. Everyone gets out and we queue before 
being herded through turnstiles to hold up our 
papers against inches of bombproot glass to the 
bored teenage soldiers behind. 
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The last time I make that journey is in the opposite 
direction and I leave Ramallah knowing that I will 
never see it again. At the checkpoint I stay on the 
taxi with the other foreigners - I'm exploiting my 
privilege as a non-Palestinian but I'm pretty sure 
it's the only way to get through the checkpoint 
without ending up in a detention centre. I hold my 
passport in my lap and try to look like an apolitical 
touris¥. I roll up my sleeves, undo a button on my 
shizt and pretend to listen to my MP3 player. There“ 
There's no music on thoughy I need to concentrate. 

I check again the page they'll want to see. It's all 
in order. It's fine. My section of the Israeli entry 
form I filled out on the plane is stapled in, the 
visa stamp all in order, another 2 weeks left of my 
three months. It's: fine. I can't resist quickly 
lifting up the edge that is unstapled and just a 
glimpse of the real visa stamp underneath with the 
newer CANCELLED stamp over it three times makes me 
feel a bit sick, I try not to imagine the face of 
‘the approaching soldier if she saw that, what would 
follow. It's not Bo long until I leave anyway, and 
| really don't wanto to spend that time locked upe 
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I concentrate on acting relaxéd as: the soldier 
climbs the steps, trying not to nervously tap my 
foot. I'M convinved she can read my mind and watch 
the last week like a film in my head - arrest, jail, 
court, house arrest, the immigration police at the 
front door, the frantic packing for depnrta ti on, the 
layers of lies in the interview room that somehow 
held, theblagged two weeks before my flight home on 
the promise of good behaviour, no more funny 
business and definitely no being caught leaving 

the West Bank with a cancelled visa and a guilty 
Look. F EEG 
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reader, of course, amd wax I hand 
open so she doesn't need to touch 
scrap at all. She glances at it, 

1b back me and I smile at her. She works 
| her way througħ the rest of the passengers and then 
| climbs back dom Me wait for the Palestinians . 
to come through the turnstiles before. setting off 
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We're just turning the corner mfxkke onto the 
| road alongside the Wall when another soldier 
| flags us down. Everyone's papers come , 
| 


ra 455s 
back out and his gun, nudges my knee aiden N 
as he checks my passport. Long 58 N 
seconds pass and I realise I'm j thk 


holding my breath, When he hands it 4 ge 2007 
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Ú at the Wall, my silent 
1 in my ears. 


I've jumped ahead. I prefer to remember further back, 
before Astrid and I got nicked - back when I was 
mulling over plans dor my next visit instead of 
reeling from the finality of a 10 year deportation 
order. I felt full of ideas, my head full of new 
friends and new experiences, my ideas volving in 
front of me. I held Noa dose under the chugging 
ceiling fan in her top floor room, the sheets: 
tangled around our legs, mosquitos revlling on our 
exposed skin. Her computer flicked through its: MP3s 
at random and the opening chords of "My Hump" by the 
Black Ryed Peas cracks us both up, laughing and 
‘kissing and cocooning ourselves from the spent 
teargas canister under her coffee table and the off 
duty soldiers in the streets below, the memories: we 
both pretend to forget for these few hours and the 


disputed ground beneath us. . 


And now forwards again, although me and Astrid 
still have our visas and our affinity group is still 
functioning. We The four of us are in a taxi taking 
us along the Jordan Valley, heading for a Bedouin 
camp under an army demolition order. Every few 
minutes we pass a pillbox covered in eamo netting, 
an army vehicle or a checkpoint. Wien stopped we 
blag our way through, babbling about friends on a 
kibbutz, playing it dumb and flirtatiously catching 
the eyes of the young soldiers in aviator shades: 
from the back seat while our Palestinian driver 
stares straight forwards, skukekkng tightly 
gripping the steering wheel. 


The road curves around the hills and the view 
across the valley is staggering. The plains below 
us sweeps out like a sea, unbroken by walls or 
enclosure, Ancient clusters of white stone houses 
are painfully bright in the sun and in thef furthest 
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distance colossal mountains loom, visible only as: 
grainy silhouettes. The squalling feedback of 
"Stones: From Heaven" by Neurosis completes the 
scene as I let myself be swept up by the epic 
vastness of the landscape. Then we start to pass the 
artificial rectangular patches of settlement 
vineyards; battalions of polytunnels and ranks of 
security lights mounted on high fences. As we drive 
I hate humans for trying to divide up this valley 
into uniform phots of land, for trying to fence off 
and claim portions of this place that has seen 
humans arrive and will see them disappear. 


That night I lie in our hut on the Bedouin encamp- 
-ment and watch the stars out of the doorway. The 
sheep outside shift and settle and the night's 
breeze rustles the plastic sheeting of the walls. 
Outside the gathering of huts no fence separates: 

us from the dark valley which is as empty of humans 
as anywhere 1 have ever imagined. On a hill to one 
side, the perimeter lights around the settlement 
that has brought the D9 bulldozers to this place — 
glow gaudily. For now though, I can only see the 
stars outside and the silhouettes of my sleepiug 
friends, and in my half-sleep I fumble for my 

MP3 player. I find 'Stones From Heaven' again 

and let it carry me off to sleep. 
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